THE STORY OF PETERS

" Mr. Westgarth, that is c Peter the Painter/ "
said my friend quietly. " This picture appeared in
an English newspaper under that title. Now read
the signature on the bottom/' I did so. It ran
" Jacob Peters." " Now you have met Mrs. Peters ?"
" Yes/' I answered, " Take a good look at the lady
in this photo then/5 I did so ; it was Mrs. Peters
without a doubt. So this was the mystery of
Peters solved at last. A glance at the two photo-
graphs of Mrs. Peters convinced me that this
was not a fairy tale. One was a photograph of
" Peter the Painter/' his wife and little girl. The
other a photograph of Mrs. Peters as she now is in
Moscow.

I never saw Peters again although I heard of him
from time to time, but his English wife and their
little girl, who has now turned into a very grown-up
young lady, were constantly in our company during
our stay in Moscow. The conversations we had
with her were very interesting. Unfortunately she
is still in Moscow.

Peters himself is nowadays like the Elusive
Pimpernel. He is rarely seen, and even on May Day,
the Great Day in Soviet Russia, he does not parade
with the other chiefs of the Union, preferring to go
into the country and hunt with his gun and his dogs.
He is guarded day and night. His chauffeur is a
specially trained man and is always armed. His
five trained police dogs watch him day and night.
They have special ration cards which enables their
caretaker to procure meat in quantity for them, a
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